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Mountjoy Prison must be very old, judging by the
building in which our interview took place. The three
visitors were shown into a bare white-washed room at
the end of which was a small barred window opening.
Crossing outside this was a narrow passage on the
opposite side of which was another barred opening,
and it was behind this grille that Con's face at last
appeared, looking ghost-like.
A wardress walked up and down the passage between
the two grilles. After greeting us, Con asked almost
at once whether Connolly had been shot. We had
been warned that on no account must we answer this
question. Though no word was spoken she must
have seen the answer in our faces, for with the tears
running slowly down her cheeks she said, * You
needn't tell me, I know. Why didn't they let me
die with my friends ? * It was a terrible moment.
Under all other circumstances in prison she kept
gay and brave. This was absolutely the only time
I ever saw her show emotion there. But she had
worked for years with Connolly at Liberty Hall, and
he was her friend. Also she must have known that
he had been dangerously wounded, and that they had
had to wait till he was well enough to be strapped
on to a chair before they could take him out to
shoot him, as they had done a few hours before this
interview took place. It was a ghastly story, and
for a moment she was overwhelmed. Soon she drew
herself up and said, 'Well, Ireland was free for a
week/
After that most of the time was spent in telling us
how to find the wife of her Commandant, whom she
feared would be in great trouble. Her husband was
executed, and the birth of a child expected daily. She
asked Eva to do everything for her that could be done.
She did not think of herself.